XV
TRANSCONTINENTAL
I CANNOT say with assurance even the name of the river,
or how long it was, or where it had its source, or the prin-
cipal cities on its banks, but there it was beside the railroad
track, a major American river, a vast stretch of golden water
receding to a distant line of bank, a peaceful scene of wide
water flowing heavily under the pale heavens, lovely in the
rose-tinted dawn. The train had carried us all night through
Illinois, and I suspect the great river of being the Mississipi,
and that by crossing it we were certainly going West,
It is strange to feel that the train is your house for a time,
that there is no need to scramble out now the night journey
is over, but that there is another day, another night, and half
the next day before you get out of the narrow, roaring thing.
As a matter of fact the train was very comfortable, and for
us, who had been moving and working hard, it was a refuge
from constant interviews, discussions, and strenuous per-
formances in unusual heat. Our train was The Grand
Canyon Limited, one of the Atchison Topeka and Santa Fe
trains that run between Chicago and California, and from
Kansas City follows the old Covered Wagon Trail. Less
than sixty years ago we would have travelled by Concord
coach with nine other passengers. The journey would have
taken two weeks and cost fifty pounds, but you would have
been well entertained by Indians and Bad Men on the way.
Now we were travelling through the ninety degrees of heat
in a cool, air-conditioned train, with beds, dining car, daily
market reports and news, and an amusing open observation
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